THE  TRAIN
"Oh, but why should you?" he said.
"As you like/* she replied.
"It costs one rouble twenty kopeks/' and he gave her
the prescription and the money. His fingers were very
long and thin. He held the little finger poised as he
extracted the coins from his purse.
She brought him the quinine and gave him tea with
lemon. She felt sorry for him.
They soon became friends. Every evening he would
come and knock at her door, and when he felt ill, she
would go down and look after him. He told her about
himself—he was an engineer. She was surprised—she
had not thought that engineers lived together with train
conductors in hostels.
"I used to have a fine apartment/' he explained. "I
left it to my wife.55
He had had two wives. Both of them, according to his
story, had left him. Their way of leaving him was
strange—the apartment and furniture remained for
their use, and the deserted baritone changed casually over
to a new, bachelor life. He had had children by his wives.
"Delightful girls/' he said, sighing.
"But how was it/5 asked Lena, "that you couldn't get
on with either of them?"
He began whistling. He whistled quite well, not in the
least like street boys. "That's part of Chaikoysky's
Fourth Symphony/5 he said, when he stopped. Then he
asked Lena if she liked poetry, and recited Asseyev's
verses: "No, you are not dear to me, lovers are not like
you/9 The verses moved her; she had never heard any-
thing of that kind before, her acquaintance with poetry
being confined to the seventh-class reader. He, on the
other hand, knew an endless number of poems, and
cpuld recite them at any time, day or night. They bfegan
sitting up late together. She felt a thirst to see him and
hear hiin recite. ... But once, in his room^ when he had
been raiting The Gipsies and ended with the last lines:
"And always passion brings its doom, from fate there's
i&» cacapbg/* he continued in the same beautiful voice:
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